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the angle at which we place ourselves to consider
poverty or its antipode, wealth.

The triteness of this thought is universally
recognised. It has been voiced and repeated in
every tone. We even take the trouble to recall
it to friends who are in distress. Yet we lack the
strength of soul to apply it to ourselves. We
destroy our health by fretting because we do not
have at our disposal all that the rich possess, and
we add to regrets envy, which is like quenching
thirst by eating salt. But what is the happiness
of the rich, what is the happiness of the poor?
We admire wealth, as Bengal light is often admired.
Blinded, we do not even wait for the dying of the
sparks, and we go away under the delusion of
having seen a genuine fire of diamonds.

But let us permit the spectacle to go on to the
close. Let us consider the rich. Let us weigh
the sum of their asserted happiness. Let us
regard them without the blinding glare that wealth
imparts. Let us observe, especially, the inhabit-
ants of the countries of gold and gems. In what
respect is their destiny better?

Lucretius justly asked: '' Does the burning fever
leave thy limbs more quickly when they writhe
upon embroidered stuffs blazing with crimson,
than when sleep must come upon the coarse couch